(engine rebuilt by my brother, just before he committed suicide 14 years ago), which I tried unsuccessfully to replace, using step-by-step instructions from How to Keep Your Honda Alive: A Manual of
Step-By-Step Procedures for the Compleat Idiot, published by W.W. Norton and now out of print.
2.
$100 in traveler's checks and $17 cash, composed of two fives, one single, and six dollars in nickels from the jar I'd been add ing to ever since I turned 11 and decided to buy a BB gun with my milk money. My brother talked me out of the BB gun, but the $117 paid for:
the tow in to Kalispell by Steve of Steve's Towing; the cost of recharging Steve's fire extinguisher, which he used on the Civic's engine;
an "off-hours fee;" and the cost of the orange cream soda Steve handed me, though my wife's soda was, he said, "on the house." 3. Steve himself, a rangy man with an austere jaw line that sug gested a character as talkative as an old tire iron. On the drive in to town, as we sat three-in-a-row in the cab of Steve's tow truck, we discovered he was, in fact, quite garrulous. Once he found out that my wife was an assistant professor in social psy chology, Steve revealed that he was All But Dissertation from and new music had to be found. She gave me a mix of her own, I
remember, a mix she liked to put on when we were ? deux, made a collage for the cassette cover, pictures of both of us together. I gave it to my brother one year, when he'd run out of blank tapes and needed one to record a live concert off of wxrt.
11. The one picture I had of my brother, at age 15, about to dive into a friend's pool. His hair is slicked back by water, his arms are close to his brown chest, and he's grinning like a happy rat. It was a good day, one of our better ones. My brother and I didn't get along well. During the entire time he was rebuild ing the engine of my Honda Civic, he only said three words to me: "Faulty O rings." And then he went and bought that 9mm
Beretta, and I wondered if it was my fault for a long time after.
For not trying harder with him. I wish to hell I hadn't left the picture behind. 12. The idea that I am, any longer, the same person my wife thought 14. The way her eyes shone when she looked at me in those days, before we found out we wouldn't be having any children of our own.
15. The O rings my brother put in my 1976 Honda Civic. My wife came to my room at the motel in a high school letter jacket I'd never seen before, a red and yellow jacket that had "University of Montana" on it, and reported that Steve said there was no hope for the Civic, the grease fire had burned out the engine, and I'd be lucky to find a junk yard I could pay to take it. Before I'd opened the door to her, I hid the techno-thriller I was read ing and went to the door holding The Mill on the Floss, my finger stuck in the pages at random, as if I'd been interrupted and was holding my place until I could get back to it. I still thought she might want me more than children. Or at any rate a man who read The Mill on the Floss in his spare time. I'd been trying to get through it for years. 16. The ticket stub from the movie theater on the Cape where my estranged wife and I took refuge from the wind the November we were married. The shops were all closed, the sidewalks dry and so cold we went to the theater thinking it would have heat, and we saw a movie my bride thought dreadful but which I secretly enjoyed. We had to huddle together in the movie the ater because it was freezing cold, the AC was worse than the wind outside. We were broke, we'd moved to the East Coast but I didn't have a job yet. We were on our honeymoon. Six years later, she told me that time in the movie theater on the Cape was when she first began to lose hope, hope and love. It must have been hard for her, when only days before, she'd made the vows yoking her to me?how painful to realize she'd not asked enough. She didn't say anything about it at the time. I guess she didn't want to admit how disappointed she was in our life, and in me. Or maybe it was only later that she decided that moment was where it all started, when in fact it wasn't. Me, I was happy to be there with her, to be sharing the vicissitudes of life, even though we'd both rather optimistically thought those self-same vicissitudes would be a little warmer.
The look on Steve's face when I backed him up against a 1994
Chevy Trailblazer and told him that if he didn't find a junkyard that could replace my Civic's burned-out engine today, he would have to find a plastic surgeon who could rebuild his austere jawline. I didn't mean it, or I don't think I did. I wasn't myself, I could say, only that had been true for years. 
